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Pp R E Þ ans 


ASTORAL is that kind of Poetry which deſcribes a rural life, 
P not wholly confined to the actions of Shepherds, but extends to the 
ſimplicity of nature, which generally prevails among ruſtics, in whom 
ſhe operates without biaſs or diſguiſe; for, as they have no ambition, nor 
expect a higher ſtation than what they at preſent poſſeſs, they freely en- 
joy life in all its innocent gratifications and amuſements. Virgil's Eclogues 
and Bucolics ſhew, that the country affords many pleaſant ſcenes, 
with a variety. of ſubjects for the entertainment of a contemplative mind, 
much leſs liable to exception than thoſe to be found in a city, where 
S noiſe, hurry and buſineſs leave little room for the natural exerciſe of the 
rational faculties, 2 


Tu Paſtoral is ſuppoſed to he the firſt kind of Poetry ever invented; 
becauſe, in the early ages of the world, or, what the Poets call the 


Golden Age, princes, and the children of the nobleſt families, did not 


think it beneath their quality to be found among their flocks and herds, 
which indeed were the principal part of their wealth ; and the portion 
they gave their ſons and daughters to ſet them up in the world, was a pro- 
portionable diviſion of their ſtock of cattle. Read Homer, and other au- 
thors of the higheſt antiquity, as likewiſe the book of Geneſis, older than 
any of them, and you will find that a rural life, and its occupations, 
was the choice of the greateſt men. No wonder, then, that they employ- 
ed their wits in poetical deſcriptions of the pleaſures and amuſements 
which the country only could afford them; and both the Eclogues of 
Virgil, and the Idylliums of Theocritus evince, that the Paſtoral com- 
prehends whatever relates to the buſineſs, diverſions, paſſions and pur- 
ſuits of Shepherds, Herdſmen, Ploughmen and Farmers. | 


Solomon's Canticles is a poem of the paſtoral kind, and exhibits the 


moſt beautiful ſcenes of ſincere love and unaffeted innocence, and was 


the firſt ſample of a Paſtoral we find in any author whatſoever. 


In all the ſpecimens of this kind of writing, antient and modern, we 
may obſerve, that ſimplicity and innocence are the reigning qualities of 


the Nymphs and Swains introduced. For if the Poet brightens his ſtile, 


and deſcribes his rural actors in loftier ſtrains than befits their little em- 
| | ployments,, 
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ployments, he deviates from its true character ; for, though it may be 
good poetry, it is not paſtoral; but, as was ſaid of thoſe written by 
Mr. Pope, they were not Paſtorals, bat ſomething better. 


As to the Few'/h ſhepherds, who are the actors in the Poem before us, 
I have endeavoured to draw their characters as truly paſtoral as I could, 
z. e. plain, honeſt, well-meaning men, free from fraud or guile, em- 
ployed wholly in the care of their flocks and herds, and their diſcourſe 
confined to the objects before them; till the ſubject of it is changed at 
the ſight of the glorious viſion with which they were entertained. 


As this is the firſt ſpecimen of a ſacred Paſtoral, at leaſt that occurs 
to my memory, in our language, or indeed in any other, I hope allow- 


ance will be made for what faults a critical eye may diſcern in the con- 


duct of it. My chief aim in writing it was, to paint this wonderful and ever 
memorable tranſaction in ſuch lively colours, as might make the deepeſt 
impreſſion on the mind of the pious reader. St. Luke's account of it 
is but ſhort, and if I have enlarged it, I preſume, it is with the moſt 
probable circumſtances that attended it. 1 5 


THERE are other paſſages in the hiſtorical parts f Kiipuus, Which 


might be treated in the way of Paſtoral or Eclogue, with as good, if not 


better effect, than the moſt elaborate diſcourſe in proſe upon the ſame ſubject. 
And if this attempt may be an inducement to men of genius to employ 


their pens in the ſame manner, they will, I apprehend, do no inconſide- 


rable ſervice to religion, 55 


As to the other Poem, Thoughts on Life and Death, they are the re- 


ſult of reflexions on a long life, paſſed under a variety of circum- 


ſtances; and if theſe thoughts, which naturally do or ſhould employ 
the mind in a far advanced age, can be of any uſe to others who feel 
themſelves in the fame declining ſtate, my end 1s anſwered. 
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S ACRE Þ PAST Lt 
SHEPHERDS. watching their FLocks. 
AMOS, SIMON, CALEB, JONATHAN. 


| AM O 8. 
HE PH ER DS well met; are all your flocks in health? 
: | None ſtraggled from their folds, or loſt by ſtealth ? 
Has not the prowling wolf with ray'nous jaws, 
. Seiz'd on a ſheep, and torn it with his claws ? 
Has not the fox, ſtill watching for his prey, 
Snapt up a lambkin, and then run away? 


SI M G 


A-while ago I loſt a pregnant ewe ; 
It vext me ſore; I knew not what to do. 


I whiſtled loud, and ſhe my whiſtle heard, 
Leapt from a thicket, and at once appear'd. 


C:A LE 


I think no ſhepherd can more careful be, 

To keep his charge, and 'fend from harm, than me. 

Yet while I doz'd beneath a poplar's ſhade, 

Where I the ſun's hot beams could beſt evade ; 

| Some beaſt of prey (alas! I wail the deed) 
| Stole from my herd my beſt and faireſt kid; Wo; 
» My maſter too, a griping phariſee, _ Ws. 
Made me pay for it don't you pity me? 


* — 
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_ "Twas ſomething hard, but yet no more than Juſt; 
Let ev'ry man be faithful to his truſt. 
Our maſter's property ſhould be preſerv'd, 

With as much care as if ourſelves we ſerv'd. 

To prieſts and phariſees their wealth allow, 

Who fleece the poor with a religious ſhow. 

Stranger I am to the intrigues of ſtate, | 9 
And would not ſell my conſcience to be great. 4 
How calm, how quiet is a ſhepherd's life ? 
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How undifturb'd with cares and noiſy ſtrife ? 3 
4 His ſimple pipe and harp are his delight, 3 
I And David's ſongs amuſe him day and night. 
; | | His ſheep erect their heads, and wiſtful gaze, 
= Pleas'd with his muſic, they forget to graze. I 
0 Behold the glories that adorn the night, 14 | | 9 
0 The ſtars how num' rous, brilliant, and bright; 1 

The moon, full orb'd, majeſtic and ſerene, 

Illumines round the wide extended ſcene, 4 

Theſe are thy works, Almighty, theſe ——. it 
| TON aA T HH 4 Nc 4 
I Stop, Simon, ſtop ; yon radiant cloud behold, ; 


Bright as the light, and fringed round with gold.. _ 8 
It ſeems with ſome celeſtial burden fraught, 7 
Perhaps from heav'n an angel it has brought. 

It moves this way; how dazling is the fight! 
I'm terror-ſtruck, and dying with affright. 

= | An angel fee! with heav'nly robes array'd, 

= | ' His gorgeous wings, now clos'd, his body ſhade, 
= | Lights on the ground ; how awful is his mien, 
Sublimely grand! How glorious, yet ſerene. 


= | Shepherds, your bonnets vail, and lowly bow, 
= | And all the honours you can pay him ſhow. 
FF With rev'rence hear what's utter d from his mouth, 


Important it muſt be, ſome heav'nly truth ! 


GABRIEL 


1 
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Shepherds, what terror makes you thus afraid ?* 
I. bring you tidings that will make you glad, 
Your gracious God, to Mael always kind, 
: And never but their happineſs defign'd ; 
q | His promiſe, by his holy prophets ELF 
The time fulfill'd,, no longer is delay'd. 
1 This day the Saviour of mankind is born, 
; Whoſe glorious virtues ſhall the age adorn, 
4 In David's city, in an inn, you'll find 
I The lovely babe, whom ſwadling cloaths now bind. 
Tho' high his birth, and God his Father known, 
A manger now receives his only ſon, 
Oxen and aſſes his attendants are, 
Whom angels honour, and as God revere; 
Go. ſee the bleſſed infant where he lies, 
Smiles on his face, and gladneſs in his eyes. 

A hoſt o/ angels appears, who fing and play on their harps the. 
Jollowing. Hymn. 

I A N. GE L'& 
þ All glory to almighty God, 
1 Who ſhakes the heavens with his rod, 


Let angels hymn before his throne 
With their melodious lays ; 
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With harp: and ſong to him alone | 
Your hallelujahs raiſe. 3 
GABRIEL Joins the chorus in recitati ve. — 

* ö 41 

With harp and ſong to him alone, 4 
Your hallelujahs raiſe. 5 3 ; i 


18 3 1 1 


Calm peace to the earth 

| He brings at his birth, 

A bleſſing how pregnant with good, 
What bleſſings will riſe, 
If you do not deſpite, | 

What God has ſo kindly beſtow'd ?. 55 

GABRIEL joins in recitative. 

What bleflings will riſe, | 
If you do not deſpiſe, 

What God has ſo kindly beſtow'd ? 


A N r 


Le ſons of men attend; 
Th' Almighty is your friend; HE 
Grace and good-will to you. 1 0 
Unknown before, he'll ſhew;. > Kr 
Salvation is this day begun; ; 
A Saviour ſent from heav'n, 
To you your God has giv'n, 
His _ and beloved Son. | 
GABRIEL Joins in recitative. 


A Saviour Grit from heav' n, 


To you your God has giv'n, 
His only and beloved Son. 


The Angels retire, and become inviſible. 
1 


A glorious viſion this! How favour'd we, 
Such joyful news to hear, ſuch wonders ſee ! 
Iſrael is ſtill, moſt gracious God, thy care, 
And ſtill does in thy ſchemes of mercy ſhare. 
Sure this muſt be the great Mess1an born, 
Who thus has uſher'd in this happy morn. 


Herod 


| „ 

Herod no longer ſhall our tyrant reign, 
Who has our ſenators and nobles lain ; 
Yet while he dares our nobleſt blood to ſpill, 
Himſelf's a crouching ſlave to Cæſar's will. 
Conqueſts and triumphs ſhall the world amaze, 
And Judab's fame above all nations raiſe ; 
Triumphal arches ſhall our hero grace, 
And nations bow before good Jacob's race. 


S 1 10 M0 


- So may it be; I wiſh it from my heart, 
And happy ſhould I be to bear a part ; 

But yet I doubt you have amiſs conceiv'd, 
And your own wiſhes for a truth beliey'd. 
Not arms nor conqueſts did the angels ſing, 
Nor news of victories to {/rael bring. 

Peace and good-will, the burden of their ſong, 
Oppreſſion ceas d, and inimical wrong; | 
This new-born child a bleſſing is deſign'd, 
Not to us only, but to all mankind. 
But in what ſenſe, to gueſs I'll not preſume, 
Time will explain events that are to come; 
No more of hidden ſecrets let us ſpeak, 
But with all haſte this wond'rous infant ſeek; 
To Beth'lem go; an inn, it ſeems, conceals 
Him whom to us our gracious God reveals; 
And to our infant king our homage pay, 
Or greet our Saviour on his natal Fs 


The Shepherds retire, and the ene changes to an inn, 20 ere 
* and Marys and the child Joſs pers, : 


* 


3.0 8, K r H. „ 


Mary, my hk my eſpouſed wife, 
The choiceſt bleſſing of my future life; 
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What wond'rous things has the Almighty done? 


How has he honour'd thee with ſuch a Son! 
Happy art thou, O Virgin Mother, bleſs'd, 
Above thy ſex ; by God himſelf careſs'd. 

A miracle, beyond all human means, 

A certain prelude to ſome gracious ends ; 


A general good, by Providence deſign'd, 


Ever to mercy and to love inclin'd. 
M A R r. 


What thanks, what praiſe, my God, are due to thee, 
Who haſt thus fignally diſtinguiſh'd me ? 
With my whole ſoul I'll magnify the _ 
Who has perform'd his never-failing word. 
A Son to me is born ; but how begot, 
Or how this miracle in me was wrought, 
Confounds my reaſon and my deepeſt thought. 
An angel hail'd me as alone I fat:. 
« Fav'rite of heav'n, ſaid he, how bleſs'd thy fate * 
I wonder d greatly at this ſtrange ſalute, 
So little with my meanneſs did it ſuit. 
He with a placid brow proceeded on; 
« To thee tis granted of thy ſex alone, 
& To be the happy Mother of a Son, 
« Teſus by name; a Saviour he ſhall be, 


« And ſet his people from their bondage free; 
To earth's moſt diſtant bounds ſhall reach his fame, 


« And nations yet unborn his worth proclaim. 
„ When he by merit ſhall his kingdom gain, 
« His throne eſtabliſh'd, he ſhall ever reign. 

«© 'Tho'. born of thee, he is the Son of God, 


« And higheſt heaven his ſupreme abode.” 


I heard aſtoniſh'd, but with fear and dread, 
With rev'rence meet, this meek reply I made: 


: WS 
O thou celeſtial being, ſuch thou art! 

No other could ſuch myſteries impart ; 
Say, how can I, a maid, by man unknown, 
Conceive, or be deliver'd of a ſon ? 
He with a graceful ſmile, and look benign, 
Remov'd my doubts, and eas'd my anxious mind. 
«< Know thou, ſaid he, tis God Almighty's will,. 
« And what he has decreed he will fulfil, 
f he from nothing could a world produce, 
% And all things made for ornament or ule. 
If from the duſt he raiſed man to be 
« A living ſocial creature, as you ſee; 
« Be ſure he can, with equal eaſe, beſtow 
% A child on thee, tho how thou doſt not know. 
«© Tf God reſolves, : he never wants the means, 
How to accompliſh what his will intends. 
Thou in his promiſe firmly acquieſce, 
„And with a pious reſignation wait his * 
I lowly anſwer d Be it ſo my Lordo; 
Thy handmaid will depend upon thy word. 
And lo! This day has bleſs'd my longing eyes, 
A child I have; may I the bleſſing prize 
Daughters of Hrael, come, with me rejoice, . 
And praiſe our God with one united voice. 
My heart and tongue exult in praiſe to him, 
Who, by my means, his people will redeem. 
The old and young me happy ſhall declare, 
Who did ſo glorious a burden bear. 
Elders. and matrons, ſhall announce my fame, 


And dwell. with pleaſure on glad. Mary's name. 
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Tow } 
Enter SHEPHERDS, 


A MM O8. 


Where is this lovely child, ſo newly born, 
Who with ſuch wonders lightens up this morn; 


Whom angels make the ſubject of their ſong, 
And on their harps melodiouſly prolong ? 


R T. 


There, in that homely manger you will ſee, 
My ſoul's delight, which God has given me. 
But pray, good Shepherds, what induc'd you here ? 
How did you find us? Who could tell ye where? 
Your greeting ſtrikes me with a great ſurprize, 
For much I recollect, and more ſurmiſe. 

Long has my heart been made a magazine 

Of facred facts, by men unknown, unſeen. 
Wonders ſucceſſive have amazed me, 

And more, it ſeems,. I am reſerv'd to ſee. 
But pray proceed ; T interrupt your tale, 
Which with frefh pleaſure will my ſoul regale. 


ne N.. 


Early this morning, as our watch we held, 
And kept our flocks together i in the field; 
The ſparkling ſtars with orient luſtre ſhone, 


And made night pleaſant, with the brighteſt moon; 


All on a ſudden in the Eaſt appears, 

A radiant cloud that blinded all the ſtars. 

Strait we beheld, with glory compals'd round, 

An angel ſure ! alighting on the ground. 

With ſteps majeſtic he approached near ; 

We trembling ſtood, and almoſt dead with fear, 
Fear not, ſaid he, I bring you joyful news, 

That will rejoice your hearts, new life infuſe. 


To you, O happy men, a ſon is born, 


Who ſhall the age with glorious deeds adorn; 


. 
CuntsT the Mess1an, promis d you of old, 
By prophets and inſpired men foretold; 
And that my words your credit may exact, 
Let your own eyes be witneſs of the fact. 
A common inn, in Beth'lem's antient town, 
Conceals the Babe, tho' God's eternal Son. 
Clad in his ſwadling cloaths, in manger laid, 
Tho' of created Beings he is Head. 

His words ſcarce ended, our amazed eyes 
Beheld a hoſt of angels in the ſkies. 
Sweetly on harps they play'd, and ſweetly ſung, 
With harmony divine the Welkin rung. 
They chaunted loud, Glory to God on high, 
Who rules the world, and dwells above the 1ky ; 
On earth, the reſidence of men, let peace 
Flouriſh, and arms and hoſtile malice ceaſe ; 
Good-will and favour to the human race, 
Be now proclaim'd as from ſupernal grace. 

Thus they continu'd, as to heav'n they ſoar, 


The muſic leſſen'd till we heard no more. 
Of what we heard and ſaw, this is the ſum, 


And thus directed, we are hither come. 


Fail, happy mother, and we hail thy ſon, 
Who has ſo ſignally his race begun. 
Ages to come ſhall hymn his ſacred name, 
And unborn nations him their Lord proclaim. 


Offspring divine, tho' cloath'd with fleſh and blood, 


Born here on earth for man's eternal good. 

I wiſh indeed, but wiſh, alas ! in vain, 

My life prolong'd to ſee his glorious reign. 

O heav'nly Child, how happy ſhall they be, 

Thy works of goodneſs who ſhall live to ſee ! 
He added not ; but kneeling with the reſt, 


Kiſs'd the ſweet Infant's hand, the Mother bleſs'd. 


Then thanks to God for ſuch a mercy give, 


And bowing low, they take their ſolemn leave. 
D 


— 


Mary 


8 

Mary with " mix'd with awe, im preſs 'd, 

In filence kept theſe ſecrets in her breaſt ; 

Theſe weighty things revolved in her mind, 

And ponder'd much what God by them defign'd. 
The ſhepherds to the world the news Ps d 

The wonders they had ſeen, and what had heard. 

All were aſtoniſn'd at the ſtrange event, 

Nor could develop what the viſion meant; 

Yet judg'd it did ſome mighty good preſage, 

That ſhould enrich and bleſs the preſent age. 

The ſhepherds, to their flocks return'd, with joy 

Their pipes and ſongs in praiſe to God employ. 
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THOUGHTS o LIFE AND DEATH. 
n 
WRITTEN IN HIS 78 YEAR. 
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The Souls dark Cottage, batter'd and decay d, 

Lets in new Light thre Chins which Time has made. 
Stronger by Weakneſs, wiſer Men become, 

As. they draw near to. their eternal Home. 

Leaving the Old, both Worlds at once they view,. 
Who ſtand upon the Threſhold of the New. ANON. 


6 7 O youth's intoxicating joys 

Long ſince I bid adieu; 

A tranſient happineſs, no more, 
Lever found in you. 


A-while enjoy'd they taſteleſs grow, 
To other ſcenes J haſte ; 
Others again to theſe ſucceed, 
As fleeting as the paſt:. 


From flow'r to flow'r. of richeſt hue; 
Headlong I hurried on ; 

So. the gay butterfly juſt fips, 
And. inſtantly. is gone. 


Manhood comes on. with ſober pace ;. 
5 dignity maintains; 
Reaſon matur' d the judgment ſways, 

While reaſon holds the reigns. 


Ambition, avarice, and fraud, 
And all the flaſh of pride; : E 
Shew the depravity of man, | _ 
When reaſon's not his guide. > 


At length old age, with ſilent ſtep, 

Steals on my waſting time, | | 
Throws o'er my head his hoary yeil, ; 
And cripples ev'ry limb. 

3 I feel. 


_ 4 
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1 feel his oripe ; ; the feeble ei 
Unnerv'd, can ſcarcely wield 


This great machine, which, in my youth, | 


Did ſwift obedience yield. 


The active force which nature gave 
My animating blood, | 


Flags, and ſcarce drives along my veins 


The flowly moving flood. 
This cumbrous load of fleſh and bones, 
Jonce vigorous and ſtrong, 
With ſtaff in hand and tott'ring legs, 
Painful, I drag along. 


This clay- built Houſe will ſhortly _ Ty 


The gaping clinks I fee 
And the firſt ruſhing ſtorm that beats, 
May ſet the tenant free. 


Death oft' has ſhook his threat'ning dart, 5 


And thrown me ori my bed; 

But ſtill forbore the fatal ſtroke ; 
My fears and anguiſh fled. 

My gracious God a-while ſuſpends 
His high up-lifted hand, 

And ſends from heav'n a kind reprieve, 
And baffles death's demand. 


Snatch'd from the grave, to health reſtor'd, 


What grateful thanks are due! 
Let conſcience ſpeak the naked truth, 
My follies I renew. ; 


Religion, which ſhould warm the 10 


Grew languid, lifeleſs, cold; 
Faded its beauties, weak its pow'r ; 
My paſſions uncontroll'd. 


Thus trifling with immortal things, 
Thoughtleſs I wander' d. on; 
Wilfully blind, I would not ſee 


How near I was undone. 


Rouz d 


. 'F 7] 
Rouzed from this deluſive dream, 
The dreadful gulph I ſee; 
Eager I ſeize the gracious hand, 
Reach'd out to ſuccour me. 


But now, behold ! with ſterner look, 
Death takes a ſurer aim; 

I feel his arrow in my heart — 
And now—TI'm but—a name. 


The ſoul, from galling ſhackles freed, 
To heav'n wings its way; 5 
O may ſome angel guide it to 
The realms of endleſs day. 
The clay-cold corſe it leaves behind, 
Its late companion dear; 
To worms a prey, to duſt reduc'd, 
The grave its manſion drear. 
Thoughts, ſuch as theſe, my time employ ; 
My work is almoſt done ; 
Fearful, yet unamaz'd, I wait 

The ſetting of my ſun. 
My day is haſt'ning to its cloſe ; 
IT The ev'ning ſhadows fall; 
No gloomy twilight ſhades the ſkies; 
And now — tis darkneſs all. 


No more the ways of men I ſee; 
My friends I hear no more; 

The cruel hand of death has. ſeal'd 
Each organ, ev ry pore. 

Up to the realms of peace and reſt, 
Where happy ſpirits are, 

My ſoul now mounts, and longs to join, 
And in their bliſs to ſhare. 

To all my friends a long farewel, | 

| Yet hope to meet again; | | 1 

And ſing his praiſe who freed our ſouls 
From ſorrow, ſin and pain. s 
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